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33 pears later, still haunted hp images 


■ A^isa^imilion: ntcfi^igH 

imguvd hp pUituvHfwm 
John K Kcnne(lp*H idaping, 
tolMi li/ipfw/ml 33 pe(irH a(fo 
last Fridap, won't go ntnap. 

By David Michael Em jn 


E ven APTEU 33 years, the 
grainy images replayed on 
an occasional television 
special ore riveting. The 
open-top Lincoln, the ros- 
es. a kiss on the flag- 
draped casket, the heart- 
wrcnching salute frum a son just 
turned 3. 

Evciy year, the images come 
back around Nov. 22 to mark the 
passage of another year since the 
innocence of my baby boomer gen- 
enitiun was assassinated along with 
Jolin Kennedy in Dallas. 

We were teens entering adult- 
hood, with the bullets in Dcaley 
fMa/a marking our passage. 

I’ve avoided rewatctilng Uie Zu- 
pruder fllm, so vivid in the instant 
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splutter of red tlmt Hollywood imi- 
tates it — and so powerflil that It 
brought a touch of immortality to 
Abraham Zapruder. the amateur 
photographer who aimed his cam- 
era at so foteflil a moment 

But other images are more 
haunting — one in particular, re- 
membered in black and white on 
my television screen in 1963 and 
wlilch reappears for the inevitable 
assassination annlversaiy pro- 
gramming like David Wolper's old 
documentaiy. “Four Df^ys in No- 
vember." 

In it Kennedy lives again, on the 
stump in Texas for his planned 1964 
re-election campaign, but eveiy 
word carries a dork brush stroke of 
irony. On this morning we know, 
the young president is flashing his 
last smiles, reaching out (br Ids lost 
handshakes, cracking his last jukes. 

In Port Worth, he is a given a 
Texos-style hat but won’t put it on 
his head. ITie crowd chants for him 
to put It on, but Kennedy only teas- 
ealU put It on Monday at the White 
House, he says, and you can come 
down and see It there. 

And he is given a benuUflil pair of 
boots on tliat Friday morning. 
C5ome Monday, there will be anoth- 
er pair — a black p/ilr — placed 
backward in the saddle stirrups of a 


horse high-stepping 
behind the caisson on 
PoiniQ^lviinia Avenue 
in Washington. 

Kennedy and his 
entourage travel by 
motorcade to the Port 
Worth airport, riding 
in a convertible and 
waving to enthusiastic 
crowds lining Uie 
route. And in Dallas, 
the greeting is just as 
deiightflil as the 
Kennedys ride with 
Texas Qov. John Con- 
nolly and his wife, Nel- 
lie, ill a dark, open-top 
Lincoln. 

Inexorably, the mo- 
torcade closes In on 
downtown Dallas. 

Kennedy has an ap- 
pointment there that 

ciuTOt IK chang^ no Death ride: A Uncota convertible in 1363 niehed moriaOu wounded^d^^Mn 
matter how badly I F. Kennedy to Parkland Hospital in Dallas. 
want the car to turn In 

lege back then (the school's name 
has been changed a few times 
since), a 17-year-old ft'eshman on 
the way to an American hlstoiy 
doss. 

Another student — one 1 viewed 
ns a bit of a poUUcal extremist — 
came running through a passage- 


some other direction. 

Footage captured by other ama- 
teurs shows the Kennedys — Jock 
and Jackie ~ flashing smiles as the 
Lincoln hurtles past crowded side- 
walks, racing to Dcaley Plaza. And 
again, the shots ring out. 

I was at Baltimore Junior (Sol- 


way between the old Pork School 
buHdlngs tlmt had not yet given way 
to modem brick structures on the 
Liberty Heiglits Avenue campus. 

"Tlicy didn't have to shoot him," 
he cried, rushing post me. 

"Shoot who?" 

The president." he shouted 


DOCK, "iney shot Kennedy." 

In Dallas, events were still un- 
folding— but In Baltimore, that stu- 
dent was the first I know of to give 
voice to a conspirapy theoiy. with a 
simple pronoun: They shot 

Kcnnecly." 

My professor. Wilson ValenUne. 
a former Navy commander, dis- 
missed his dass. 

T cant teach American hlstoiy 
on a day like this.” he said, sending 
us home to watch histoiy happen- 
ing in those grainy black-and-white 
images for the next three days. 
Tears were in his eyes. 

So we watched Jack Ruby mur- 
der lee Harvey Oswald In our living 
rooms, and then watched the na- 
tion bury its president. 

Thousands lined the streeU 
ttom the Capitol to Arlington Na- 
tional Oeinetery to feel the chill of 
that gray Monday against Uieir 
faces, the image of the caisson re- 
flecting in their eyes. 

I watched it on television, and 
saw every minute of the prooesslon, 
heard every drumbeat, and was 
chilled by the walling ciy of the 1^- 
pipes, the crackling voice of the 
priest. 

Eveiy one of those grainy black- 
and-white images I remember anew 
but wait for that one precious sight 
that haunts me sUli, 33 years down 
the road hum Dealey Plaza: 

Simple rays of sunlight suddenly 
reaching down, between tree 
branches near the grave, slicing 
through the gloom of that day and 
my spirit. 


Bridge 

hlf Stlvk Dkckku 

KINO l>kAtUlllfliavrilMi:ATK 


I'IiirL (Ifiili'r. 

Neither Hide vulneruiilc. 

Noitm 

♦ As:i 


has only one card higher than Ihc 
six West led — the seven, 10, qui*cn 
or king Presumably It is not the 
seven, since wUh 
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“At 'Hie Meat Counter" 



